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first as the green slope of a hill. The little rills that come down from the sum-
mits were rather more distinguishable than yesterday, having been refreshed by
the night's rain; but still they were very much out of proportion with the wide
pathways of bare rock, adown which they ran. These little rivulets, no doubt,
often lead through the wildest scenery that is to be found in the Highlands or
anywhere else, and to the formation and wildness of which they have greatly
contributed, by sawing away for countless ages, and thus deepening the ravines.
I suspect the American clouds are more picturesque than those of Great
Britain, whatever our mountains may be; at least, I remember the Berkshire
hills looking grander, under the influence of mist and cloud, than the Highlands
did to day. Our clouds seem to be denser and heavier, and more decided, and
form greater contrasts of light and shade. I have remarked in England that the
cloudy firmament, even on a day of settled rain, always appears thinner than
those I had been accustomed to at home; so as to deceive me with constant
expectations of better weather. [133] It has been the same to-day. Whenever I
looked upward, I thought it might be going to clear up; but, instead of that, it
began to rain more in earnest, after mid-day; and at 1/2 past two, we left In-
verarnan in a smart shower. At the head of the lake, we took the steamer, with
the rain pouring heavier than ever, and landed at Inversnaid under the same
dismal auspices. We left a very good Hotel behind us, and have come to an-
other that seems also good. Indeed, I have hardly met so comfortable accommo-
dations anywhere on this side of the water, as in some of the Scotch inns,
and here in the Highlands they are certain to be good. We are more pic-
turesquely situated at this spot than at Inverarnan, our Hotel being within a
short distance of the lake shore, with a glen just across the water which will
doubtless be worth looking at, when the mist permits us to see it. A good many
tourists were standing about the door, when we arrived, and looked at us with
the curiosity of idle and weather-bound people. The lake is here narrow, but
a hundred fathoms deep; so that a great part of the height of the mountains,
which beset It round, is hidden beneath its surface.

JULY 4th, SATURDAY, INVERSNAID.

THIS morning opened still misty; but with a more hopeful promise than
yesterday; and when [134] I went out, after breakfast, there were gleams
of sunshine here and there on the hill-sides, falling, one did not exactly see
how, through the volumes of cloud. Close beside this Hotel of Inversnaid, is the
waterfall where Wordsworth saw the Highland Maid on whom he wrote some
pretty verses;4*8 all night, ray room being on that side of the house, I had
heard the voice of the falling water; and now I ascended beside it to a point
where it is crossed by a wooden bridge. There is thence a view, upward and
downward, of the most striking descents of the river, as I believe they call it;
though it it [sic] is but a mountain stream which tumbles down an irregular
and broken staircase, in its headlong haste to reach the lake. It is very
picturesque, however, with its ribbons of white foam over the precipitous steps,